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JOSEPH  RIGHY,  or  RIGBY,  GENT.  ONE,  ETC. 


Dear  Sir, 

To  you  I  am  under  many  bonds  o(  gratitude  ■  you  kind- 
y  gave  me  the  idea  ol  the  principal  character  in  this  piece 
and  have  shewn  the  most  extraordinary  attachment  to  my 
person,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  expressing  the  greatest 
regret  whenever  1  happened  to  be  out  of  the  may,  and  in- 
dustriously,  not  to  say  affectionately,  hunting  after  me,  par- 
t.cularly  lately,  when  you,  at  great  costs,  sent  nearly  one 
hundred  miles  to  serve  me  with - but  your  modesty  will. 


•now,  feel  hurt  at  my  naming  the  obligation.  I  will  there¬ 
fore  refrain,  though  I  cannot  forbear  hinting  at  the  kindness 
with  which  you  have  at  different  times  provided  lodgings  for 
me  gratis,  and  recommendations,  which  I  blush  tosay,  I  did 
not  accept  so  readily  as  I  ought  to  have  done  and  you  wished. 
The  favour  is,  however,  not  the  less  appreciated,  but  iseternal- 
_ly  lodged  in  my  heart,  together  with  your  late  final  service, 
in  putting  me  in  a  situation,  enabling  me  at  once  to  overcome 
every  wrong.  Independently  of  all  this,  yon  have  shewn 
the  most  partial  regard  to  my  productions,  particularly  when 
you  gave  upwards  of  ten  pounds,  not  for  one  of  my  plays, 
but  merely  one  of  my  Bills,  which  you  afterwards  prized  so 
Inghly,  that  1  have  reason  to  know  you  demanded  nearly 
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r  lt  J  cannot,  therefore,  do  less  than 
ten  timeS  thal  lSvAw  to  you,  which  your  sagacity  will 

dedicate  the  ^  ^  If  you  will  accept 

at  once  point  o  }  wiU  find  the  legal  part  ,  of  it 

the  warrantry  of  an  ai  ’  t  ot  yet  being  admitted 

written  according  to  goo-  prac  ’  Attorney,  which 

a  la^r,  1  cannot  give  you  a  —  ^  ^  ^  wilh 

1  kn0W  y;U  ^Cmay  say,  perhaps,  that  in  another 

::r:s:e, ,  „  ^^;rry 

obligations  being  confined, 

not  have  been  quite  sa  tsfi  ’  your  justice,  feeling, 

,  choose  to  pay  tins  ^  you  are  busily 

liberality,  and  fair  dealing.  t0  wish, 

nmrtise  in  the  courts  below.  .  r 

to  practise  proper  sentiment  ot 

And  to  subscribe  myself,  with  every  y  y 


gratitude, 


Your’s,  ad  libitum,  &c. 


'P„r.  AllTHflR. 
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TEREZA  TOMKINS 


ACT  I. 

Scene  I.- — Court  yard  of  Mrs.  Juniper's  distillery — an 
invisible  fence  with  a  gate  in  the  middle  seen  crossing  the 
back  of  the  stage — to  the  right  of  the  actors ,  one  of  the 
side  fronts  of  the  distillery  with  steps  going  up  to  it , 
embellished  by  rails;  a  little  gate  leading  to  the  counting 
house  and  store  rooms  on  the  left — near  the  front,  a  sort 
of  sign  post  supporting  a  board,  on  which  is  painted , 
“  Juniper  &  Co’s.  Distillery.” — Beyond  the  invisible 
fence,  {he  scene  represents  a  country  town. 

SONG. — Lovewine.  ( Singing  without .) 

AIR. — “  Me  and  my  Neddy.” 

Who -ho,  let  me  get  down  my  neddy , 

Cup,  none  of  your  kicking  and  prancing , 

Wio-ho  boy,  who-ho  there,  stand  steady  ; 

Mr.  Donkey ,  I'm  not  fond  of  dancing. 

Eoh  aw  !  Ech  aw  ! 

Who-ho ,  who-ho ! 

Who-ho,  who-ho! 

Stand  still,  my  neddy. 

Stand  still,  my  neddy, 

Who-ho,  who-ho! 

• 

Enter  Lovewine. 

You  may  leave  my  Neddy  to  himself,  my  lad ;  he’s  a  true 
vicar  of  Bray,  he  may  change  sides,  but  he’ll  not  run  off,  I 
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warrant  him.  I’m  only  going1  to  give  Master  T  hickhead,  the 
foreman,  an  order  for  some  more  spirits.  Ours  are  getting 
rather  low  at  the  Grey  Ass. — Hilloa,  master  Thickhead, 
master  Thickhead  ! 

Enter  Thickhead  from  the  counting  house. 

Thick.  Eh,  what’s  the  matter  ?  ah  honest  good  man  Love- 
wine  !  good  morning,  good  morning !  any  thing  in  our 
way,  Eh  ? 

Love.  Yes,  another  runlet  of  coniac ;  but  I  say,  no  more 
of  your  British  ;  French  !  French,  my  boy  !  or  by  the  Lord  I 
must  go  to  the  coast  for  it.  And  the  last  rum  we  had  was 
very  queer;  triedit  by  Accum’s  book ;  no  more  Jamaica 
than  I  am ;  treacle,  capsicum,  and  ardent  spirit,  nothing  else 
— but  what  we  principally  want  is  another  puncheon  of 
Geneva — can’t  keep  open  the  Grey  Ass  public  house  without 
a  plentiful  supply  of  that,  but  mind  its  genuine ;  none  of 
your  Chili  pepper,  grains  of  paradise,  nux  vomica,  and  that 
kind  of  stuff — no,  no,  I  want  the  real  thing. 

Thick.  I’ll  take  care — you  shall  have  it  the  moment  we 
get  a  permit  from  old  Fountain,  the  exciseman. 

Love.  Good — but  where’s  your  accountant,  young  master 
Charley  ?  there  was  a  mistake  in  his  last  account  with  my 
bar-maid  Nanny,  he  carried  one  where  he  oughtn’t  to  have 
done. 

Thick.  Ah,  young  men  will  make  mistakes,  he’ll  make  it 
all  straight  when  he  comes  home. 

Love.  What,  is  he  abroad  ? 

Thick.  Yes,  he’s  at  Oxford  taking  orders. 

Love.  What,  for  the  church  ? 

Thick.  No,  for  the  shop — but  he’ll  be  back  to  day,  and 
his  mama’  too — Molly  our  housemaid  has  received  letters, 
and  so  have  I. 

Love.  Eh,  coming  home  to  day,  then  I’ll  be  off,  they  must 
pass  the  Grey  Ass,  in  their  way  from  Oxford ;  and  if  they 
take  my  old  woman,  Biddy,  at  a  nonplus,  there’ll  be  a  fine 
kick  up. 

Thick.  Don’t  frighten  yourself,  they’ll  not  stop  at  your 
house ;  no,  not  even  for  so  much  as  a  glass  of  brandy  and 
water — they’ll  be  in  too  great  a  hurry  to  get  here.  The 
parish  clerk  is  to  come  at  twelve  to  meet  them — and  between 
ourselves — but  I  say  nothing. 
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Love.  Eh,  why  surely  the  widow  ’ent  going  to  marry 
Charles  to  your  Molly,  is  she? 

Thick.  No,  but  the  parson  is,  but  I  say  nothing — what 
did  you  say  you  wanted  of  us? 

Love.  A  puncheon. 

Thick.  You  shall  have  it. 

Love.  Have  it,  damme  I’ll  have  a  dozen,  I’m  so  pleased, 
aye,  even  if  I’m  obliged  to  drink  them  all  myself.  How  mad 
my  old  Bid  will  be  at  this — what  will  she  say  now  with  her 
prognostications,  and  her  predictions  and  nonsense  about 
Miss  Molly  ?  will  she  say  nobody  knows  any  thing  of  her 
now?  Egad,  I’m  in  such  spirits — but,  I  say,  don’t  forget  the 
Geneva. 

Thick.  Never  fear;  I’ll  go  into  the  counting  house  and 
book  it  at  once — good  morning,  master  Lovewine,  if  I  don’t 
see  you  again.  [Exit  into  counting  house. 

Love.  Good  morning,  I’ll  go  back  to  the  Grey  Ass,  and 
plague  my  wife  with  the  news.  She’ll  console  herself  as 
usual,  I  suppose,  with  a  little  drop  of  the  creature,  that  con¬ 
soles  us  all — I  know  it  does  me. 

SONG. — Lovewine. 

AIR.  “  Green  grow  the  rushes  O.” 

In  the  praise  of  Hodges ’  best. 

And  of  Deady’s  cordial fine , 

Comforter  of  every  breast , 

Aid  me  all  ye  muses  nine  ; 

High  and  low,  and  great  and  small. 

Sad  and  merry ,  youths  and  dames, 

Slily, fondly, for  it  call, 

in  a  thousand favourite  names. 

All  love  the  creature.  Oh, 

Aye,  even  your  grave  preacher ,  Oh, 

If  not  before 
Behind  the  door, 

All  of  us  love  the  creature,  O. 

As  clear  as  wine,  as  soft  as  silk, 

As  strong  as  brandy ,  how  it  smacks, 

Your  Paddies  call  it  mother’s  milk , 

And  learned  Latin  scholars ,  Max  ; 
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Great  travellers  abroad  that  roam , 

Pronounce,  it  is  Geneva's  lake , 

John  calls  it  Jacky — Poll,  old  Tom , 

While  Dandies  beg  some  tape  you'll  take. 

All  love  the  creature,  oh,  fyc. 

* 

A  flash  of  lightning,  ' tis  with  sparks, 

Swells  rest  not  till  blue  ruin's  brought , 

While  o'er  their  briefs  your  lawyer's  clerks, 

Call  for  a  drop  of  something  short. 

For  something  neat  my  lady  pops. 

And  terms  it,  five  threads,  to  her  daughter  ; 

Your  doctor's  Lady  Cooper's  drops. 

Besides  my  grandmother' s  eye  water. 

All  love  the  creature,  O  !  Sfc. 

[ Exit  through  the  fence,  L.H. 

Enter  Causewin,  with  a  blue  bag,  r.h.  he  seems  endea¬ 
vouring  to  ascertain  where  he  is,  draws  a  brief  from 
"  his  bag  and  reads. 

Cause.  “  Two  miles  from  Cockennouth,  on  the  Rumford 
road,  to  the  right,  beyond  the  workhouse  and  past  the  parish 
pump.” — Aye,  this  must  be  the  spot,  and. here’s  the  widow 
Juniper’s  distillery,  one  can  smell  it  a  mile  off;  if  I  may 
trust  my  nose  her  brandy  must  be  excellent ;  after  so  long  a 
journey  a  glass  of  it  wouldn’t  come  at  all  amiss — but,  alas, 
I’ve  no  small  change  about  me,  only  a  flimsy,  and  that’s  a 
Brummagem  one.  Now,  my  fugitive  client,  Miss  Tereza 
Tomkins,  though  you  escaped  from  my  bailiffs  in  Bedford¬ 
shire,  and  have  been  at  hide  and  seek  ever  since,  I  shall  nick 
you  yet — she  must  be  the  girl  that  has  got  the  house  maid’s 
place  here ;  the  name  is  different  certainly,  but  then  the 
fear  of  my  execution,  would  make  her  take  another  name; 
I  hear  the  young  accountant  is  about  to  marry  her,  that 
won’t  do,  she  must  first  close  all  accounts  with  me. 

Enter  Thickhead from  counting  house. 

Thick.  There,  I’ve  booked  the  order,  so  I’ll  send  for  the 
permit  at  once. — Eh,  who’s  this  ?  perhaps  a  customer. 

Cause.  Good  day  friend. 

Thick.  Your  most  obedient  servant,  Sir,  any  thing  in  our 
way  to  day  ?  I  can  shew  you  a  very  fine  sample  of  genuine 
Nantz — you  shall  taste  it. 
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Cause.  I  thank  you — I  was  wishing  for  a  glass — this  is 
quite  the  thing,  I  shall  get  it  for  nicks — I’ll  just  taste  it  since 
you  are  so  pressing. — Your  health.  (Drinks.) 

Thick.  Taste  it !  Damme  he’s  emptied  the  bottle — how 
many  gallons  of  it  will  you  take? 

Cause.  Can't  take  a  drop  more,  1  thank  you ;  I’ve  had 
quite  enough,  now. 

Thick.  What  then,  ’ent  you  satisfied  with  the  sample? 

Cause.  Oh  perfectly. 

Thick.  Then  why  don’t  you  take  a  few  gallons? 

Cause.  ’T would  be  the  death  of  me,  I  never  drink  more 
than  one  glass  of  brandy  at  a  time. 

Thick.  Then  he’s  a  rum  customer — what  a  strange  fel¬ 
low  it  is,  I  don’t  half  like  the  looks  of  him. 

Cause.  Do  you  belong  to  this  distillery  ? 

Thick.  To  be  sure  I  do,  I’ve  been  foreman  here  these 
thirty  years — my  name’s  Thickhead. 

Cause.  Thickhead — good — I’m  glad  you’re  the  foreman. 

Thick.  So  am  I — I  get  sixty  pounds  a  year  by  it,  besides 
perquisites.  » 

Cause.  Hum. — I’ve  come  to  pay — 

Thick.  What?  I’ll  give  you  a  receipt. 

Cause.  My  respects  to  the  widow. 

Thick.  So  much  the  worse  for  you,  for  she’s  not  at  home, 

Cause.  Then  I’m  out  in  my  reckoning. 

Thick.  But  you  can  see  Molly  the  housemaid. 

Cause.  Ha !  Molly’!  she’s  not  with  them  then? 

Thick.  No,  though  she’s  company  for  any  one. 

Cause.  How  old  is  she? 

Thick.  About  nineteen — this  is  some  lover  or  cousin,  I 
suppose,  that  wants  to  come  whistling  down  the  area  to 
her — he’ll  get  the  rolling  pin  at  his  head,  if  he  don’t 
mind  .(Aside.) 

Cause.  Is' she  handsome?  and  do  you  know  where  she 
comes  from  or  who  she  belongs  to?  , 

Thick.  Not  I,  she  was  recommended  here  by  Mr.  Foun¬ 
tain,  our  exciseman — and  she  was  recommended  to  him  by 
one  of  the  echo  offices. 

Cause.  Ah  !  where  they  pay  half-a-crown  for  their  cha¬ 
racters,  which  is  often  five  shillings  more  than  they  are  worth 
— it  must  be  Miss  Tomkins,  my  scornful  Tereza — good  day. 

Thick.  What  then,  ’ent  you  going  to  give  me  an  order  ? 

b  3 


6 


TEREZA  TOMKINS  ; 


Cause.  Yes - leave  me  ! 

Thick.  Hum — he  orders  about  him  like  a  lord. 

Cause.  What,  won’t  you  go?  then  I  will. 

DUET. — Causewin  and  Thickhead. 

AIR. — “  Call  again  to-morrow." 

Thick.  ’  Tis  plain  he's  one  of  the  mobility , 

By  his  being  so  seedily  drest , 

His  presumption  and  gross  incivility , 

My  feelings  have  greatly  distrest. 

(Spoken.)  Will  you  leave  your  name?  or,  if  you  won’t 
leave  your  name,  will  you  leave  your  card  ?  or,  if  you  hav’n’t 

got  a  card,  will  you  call  again  ? — perhaps  you  11 - 

Cause.  (Sings.')  Call  again  to-morrow. 

Thick,  fill,  call  again  to-morrow. 

Cause.  Yes  friend — rest  friend , 

Til  call  again  to-morrow. 

Thick.  Of  brandy  you've  drank  our  best  sample , 

And  not  even  ordered  a  bottle , 

A  man  who  sets  such  an  example , 

With  brandy  should  ne'er  soak  his  throttle. 

(Spoken.)  No,  he  should  be  throttled  in  another  way — 
Eh,  why  if  he  is’nt  sheering  off — Holloa — you  Mr.  What's- 
your-name — come  back — come  back  ! 

Cause.  (Going.)  Eh,  calling  me — let  him  call,  yes  let 
him — 

(Sings.)  Call  again  to-morrow , 

Thick.  Eh,  call  again  to-morrow. 

Cause.  (Behind  scenes.)  Yes  friend  !  rest  friend  ! 
And  call  again  to-morrow.  [Exit  Cause.R.u. 

Thick.  Here’s  an  impudent  scoundrel,  I  must  go  after 
him,  for  I  shouldn’t  at  all  wonder  if  he  hadn’t  stole  one  of 
our  vats  away  in  that  damn’d  blue  bag  of  his. 

[Exit  Thickhead,  through  fence  gate. 

Enter  Tereza,  from  the  distillery  with  a  broom  in  her 

hand. 

Ter.  Was  ever  housemaid  so  perplexed  as  I  am? — what 
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avails  it  that  I  have  my  tea  and  sugar  found  me — that  I  get 
all  the  new  novels  from  the  circulating  library — that  I 
have  the  cordial  cupboard  to  go  to  whenever  my  spirits 
are  low — and  that  I  can  indulge  my  early  prcdelictions  lor 
millinery,  in  making  all  my  own  gowns?  What  avails  it 
that  my  young  master  loves  me — that  my  mistress  consents 
to  our  union? — The  dreadful  judgment  that  hangs  over  me 
— the  tremendous  demand  of  the  monster — let  me  not  name 
him.  To  whom  can  1  unbosom  myself  ’ere  the  widow  re¬ 
turns?  Ah  !  Mr.  Fountain,  our  exciseman,  he  is  a  fatherly 
sympathizing  man,  he  will  console  and  advise  with  me.  Mr. 
Fountain!  Mr.  Fountain ! 

Enter  Fountain,  through  the  Fence  Gate ,  with  Permit. 

Foun.  I’ve  brought  the  permit,  and — ah,  Molly,  my 
dear  ! — Well,  has  the  widow  returned  ? 

Ter.  Heaven  forbid,  dear  sir !  at  least  till  I’ve  disclosed — 

Foun.  What? 

Ter.  My  melancholy  tale.  Ah,  sir,  you  are  a  man  of  the 
world,  and  doubtless  take  delight  in  works  of  interest. 

Foun.  Yes;  I’m  never  without  the  ready  reckoner  in  my 
pocket ;  I’m  like  Charley  there  :  but  I  thought  you  were 
going  to  tell  me  of  some  illicit  transactions — some  contra¬ 
band  dealings. 

Ter.  Be  still,  I  am.  You  know  Charley  Juniper,  loves 
me — that  the  widow  has  consented  to  our  union — that  the 
marriage  settlements  are  to  be  drawn  up  and  signed  this 
very  day. 

Foun.  Of  course  I  do,  every  fool  does. 

Ter.  True,  true,  I  ought  to  have  known  that. 

Foun.  And  ’ent  you  ready  to  jump  out  of  your  skin  with 
joy?  any  other  girl  would. 

Ter.  Ah,  no ;  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  papa ;  listen 
to  me :  I  am  going  to  entrust  you  with  a  secret  on  which 
my  life  depends. 

Foun.  What  is  it  ? 

Ter.  My  name  isn’t  Molly  ! 

Foun.  Ah  !  then  what  the  devil  is  it  ? 

Ter.  I’ll  tell  you. 
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SONG. — Tereza. 

AIR. — “  The  Legacy,”  or  “  Love  in  a  Hayband.” 

Did  you  never  hear  of  Tereza’s  sad  history  ? 

If  you  didn't  Til  tell  it  you  now  ; 

How  she  was  born  is  a  sort  of  a  mystery , 

All  that  is  known  is,  she  was  born  somehow . 

In  charity  school  bred,  and  5 prentic'd  a  milliner, 

To  one  Widow  Wiggins,  a  dame  of  renown , 

At  all  sorts  of  work  no  girl  e'er  was  found  willinger, 
As  was  very  well  known  to  the  lads  of  our  town. 

Sing  tol  de  rol  lol  de  rol,  cfc. 

Widow  Wiggins,  one  day  dying,  left  her  her  business, 
But,  on  searching  the  will, the  folks  swore  ’ twas  a  hoax , 

Which  gave  poor  Tereza  a  sort  of  a  dizziness, 

So  they  went  to  law,  and  law-suits  are  no  jokes. 

One  Causewin ,  a  lawyer,  with  great  elocution 
Defended  her  case,  till  the  judge  put  him  down; 

Then  a  long  bill  of  costs  brought,  and  got  execution, 

As  was  very  well  known  to  the  lads  of  our  town. 

Sing  tol  de  rol  lol,  cfc. 

{Fountain  joins  dolefully  in  chorus. ) 

Foun.  Gracious  heavens !  an  execution  ?  Was  it  a 
ca  sa,  or  a  ji  fa — body  or  goods  ? 

Ter.  Against  the  body ;  there  were  no  other  goods. 

Foun.  Good  ! — Well,  and  you — 

Ter.  I  am  that  unfortunate  milliner  :  I  am  Tereza,  though 
I’ve  chang’d  my  name — in  the  first  place  to  avoid  the 
bailiffs ;  and  in  the  next,  because  it  always  puts  me  in  mind 
of  Sancho  Panza’s  wife. — Tereza,  horrible ! 

Foun.  Excessive  sensibility ! 

Ter.  That  villain  Causewin !  it  is  not  for  the  money  he 
pursues  me,  but  for  my  love ;  for  scarcely  had  I  lost  my 
cause  and  been  turned  out  ot  my  deceased  mistress’s  shop, 
when  lie  offered  me  marriage,  and  on  my  refusal  presented 
his  bill  of  costs,  commenced  an  action,  obtained  an  execu¬ 
tion,  and  had  I  not  Mmely  fled,  had  certainly  immured  me 
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m  a  gaol.  How  shall  I  act?  if  I  wed  Charley,  and  the 
bailiffs  discover  us,  will  they  not  arrest  him? 

toun.  Of  course  they  will,  he  will  be  answerable  for  all 

your  debts,  unless  indeed  you  marry  him  in  your - ,  or 

over  the  broomstick ;  but  that  must  not  be — you  must  leave 
this  place,  and  that  instantly. 

Ter.  I  trust  all  to  you. 

Four.  You’re  right;  they’d  be  cunning  who  could  out¬ 
wit  an  exciseman :  you  cannot  make  yourself  known  here 
without  fear  ol  the  sheriff,  nor  can  you  decline  young  Juni¬ 
per’s  hand  without  explaining  why;  in  this  nonplus  only 
llight  is  left  to  you. 

Ter.  But  to-day  we  are  to  sign  the  marriage  settlements. 

Four.  That’s  a  mere  matter  of  form;  be  ruled  by  me: 
appear  calm,  sign  the  marriage  settlements,  and  by  night  1 
will  issue  out  a  friendly  writ — put  it  in  your  pocket — arrest 
yourself — lay  five  weeks  in  prison — clear  yourself  by  the 
act  from  this  rascally  lawyer’s  demand,  and  then  return,  as 
good  as  ever,  and  marry  in  safety. 

Ter.  But  what  will  the  widow  and  my  dear  Charley  say 
when  they  hear  ot  it,  and  how,  in  heaven’s  name,  am  I  to 
arrest  myself?  I’m  not  a  bailiff. 

Four.  What  will  they  say?  why  nothing  at  all;  what 
are  they  to  know  about  it?  You  must  give  out,  as  other 
people  do,  that  you’ve  gone  to  visit  your  friends  in  the 
country,  or  for  a  change  of  air,  to  benefit  your  health,  or  any 
little  excuse  of  that  kind — nobody  will  be  the  wiser;  as  for 
arresting  yourself,  whitewashing  has  of  late  become  so  ex¬ 
peditious  and  convenient,  its  quite  a  common  thing. 

DUET. — Fountain  and  Tereza. 

AIR. — “  Oh,  Pescator,  dell  ondar” 

Four.  Since  bailiffs  won’t  give  quarter , 

Luckless  weRch! 

You  must  go  o’er  the  water , 

To  the  Bench. 

There  if  five  weeks  you  lay , 

Lord  Althorp’ s  bill ,  pays  every  bill, 

And  you,  as  good  as  ever,  will 
Be  white-wash’ d,  free  and  gay. 

B  5 
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TEREZA  TOMKINS; 


Ter.  Dear  Mr.  Fountain,  just  is 
What  you  say, 

I  will  myself  arrest  this 
Very  day ; 

I  have  no  gold  to  pay , 

But  if  you  will  a  kiss  receive, 

That  kiss  I  thankfully  will  give. 

Foun.  Dearest  girl,  I  can’t  say,  nay.  ( Kisses  her.) 

Ambo.  Since  Bailiffs  won’t  give  quarter ,  Sfc.  (She 
substituting,  I,  for  you,  m  3 d  hth  and  1th ,  lines.) 

Foun.  ’Tis  well.  I’ll  go  directly  and  procure  the  writ ; 
I  have  then  a  seizure  to  make,  and  will  return  immediately  ; 
for  I  always  like  to  be  doing  good.  Cheer  up,  the  widow  s 
property  is  large;  I  take  her  stock  and  survey  her,  and 
must  know ;  by  marrying  Charley  you’ll  be  mistress  of  it 
all,  and  can  then  be  grateful  to  me. — You  see  how  disin¬ 
terested  I  am. — You  shall  foil  these  villainous  lawyers  yet. 
Good  bye  Molly. 

(Music.  Tereza,  seems  completely  overpowered  and 
crosses  to  r.h.  Fountain  goes  out  quickly  through 
the  fence  Gate,  r.h.  a  cracking  of  whips  and  squab¬ 
bling  is  heard;  Charles,  Mrs.  Juniper ,  Post-boy , 
Servant  with  portmanteau,  and  Thickhead  appear 
at  the  fence  gate. — Charles,  with  order-book,  ad¬ 
vances  before  the  rest. ) 

Charles.  (Running  to  Tereza. )  My  dear  Molly,  how 
d’ye  do?  Here  I  am,  safe  and  sound  you  see,  and  my 
mama  too.  (  Tereza,  recovering ,  goes  to  make  her  curtesy 
to  the  widow.) 

Wid.  Well,  Molly,  child,  I’m  glad  to  see  you  once  again, 
at  home ;  how  has  all  gone  on  in  the  house  since  1  was  here 
last?  Are  the  sheets  air’d?  have  you  got  up  the  great 
wash,  and  have  the  mice  stolen  any  more  of  the  Cheshire 
cheese  ? 

Ter.  All  is  right,  ma’am ;  the  linen’s  at  the  fire,  the 
things  are  gone  to  the  mangle,  and  the  cat  has  killed  ail  the 
mice. 

Wid.  I’m  glad  of  it,  with  all  my  heart ;  you  shall  soon  be 
Charley’s  wife. — Thickhead,  have  you  got  every  thing  ready 
in  your  department  ? 
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Thick.  Oh  yes,  Mrs.  Juniper,  every  thing;  and  the  pa¬ 
rish  clerk  will  be  here  to  the  minute. 

Wid.  Then  let  Mr.  Fountain  be  sent  for. 

Thick.  He’s  only  gone  to  make  a  seizure  of  some  smug¬ 
gled  goods  among  the  poor  folks  in  the  market-place,  Mrs. 
Juniper. 

Wid.  A  seizure !  we  may  pick  up  something  cheap. 
Run,  Charley,  darling,  and  see.  Here’s  money,  if  you  want 
any ;  and  bring  the  old  exciseman  back  with  you,  there’s  a 
good  boy. 

Thick.  (Aside.)  What  an  eye  she  has  to  business. 

Charles.  I’ll  go  directly,  mama;  but  must  I  leave  my 
poor  Molly  looking  so  molloncholy  ?  What’s  the  matter, 
lovee?  you  haven’t  broke  any  of  the  plates  in  the  kitchen, 
have  you  ? — Mamma  won’t  be  angry  if  you  have — that  is, 
if  I  speak  for  you. 

Ter.  No,  no ;  I  shall  be  better  soon,  my  dear  Charley  : 
’tis  only  a  fit  of  the  tooth-ache — it  will  soon  be  over. 

Charles.  Ah,  you  don’t  love  true!  You  should  have 
some  cold  pudding  to  settle  your  love,  Molly.  I  wish  you 
lov’d  me  half  so  well  as  I  love  you. 

SONG. — Charles. 

AIR. — “  Sally  in  our  Alley.” 

Of  all  the  girls  that  are  so  smart , 

Mg  MolVs  the  most  bewitching ; 

She  is  the  darling  of  mg  heart , 

And  she  lives  in  our  kitchen. 

She  looks  as  fine  as  five-pence ,  when 
At  evening  she  sits  stitching , 

She  is  the  darling  of  mg  heart , 

And  she  lives  in  our  kitchen . 

Her  father  was  the  Lord  knows  who , 

Some  sag  he  traps  for  mouse  madej 
Her  mother  no  one  ever  knew , 

But  she’s  mg  mother’s  house-maid. 

No  doubt  theg'll  all  turn  out  great  folks, 

That  made  this  maid  so  witching , 

She  is  the  darling  of  mg  heart , 

And  she  lives  in  our  kitchen.  (Exit. 
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Wid  How  fond  the  boy  is  of  you. — Well,  well,  it  will  be 
all  over  soon.  You’ll  be  married.  You  shall  spend  the 
honey-moon  at  Rumford ;  we  shall  go  there  this  very 
evening,  and  take  you  with  us;  so  get  every  thing  in 
readiness  for  our  departure,  Thickhead. 

Thick.  I  will,  Mrs.  Juniper. 

Wid.  Have  you  received  any  orders  to-da}T 

Thick.  Yes/  Mrs.  Juniper,  the  Grey  Ass  has  been  here, 
and  ordered  a  puncheon  of  best  gin. 

Wid.  The  Grey  Ass  ? 

Thick.  That  is,  old  Lovewine,  Mrs.  Juniper;  but,  Lord, 

I  forgot  to  ask  you  if  you’d  take  a  glass  of  any  thing  after 
your  ride;  there’s  some  fine  cloves  open,  or  perhaps  you  d 
like  a  little  aniseed  better; — and,  bless  my  heart,  there  s  been 
a  very  ill-looking  fellow  here  this  morning,  that  emptied  my 
sample  bottle  of  Nantz  without  giving  any  order,  and  ask’d 
all  sorts  of  questions  about  Miss  Molly. 

Wid.  An  ill-looking  fellow— perhaps  a  smuggler  with 
some  run  coniac. 

Thick.  Oh,  no,  Mrs.  Juniper,  this  was  a  very  black 
suspicious  looking  character ;  he  looked  like — in  short, 
he  looked  like — exactly  like  a  lawyer;  he  had  a  large 
blue  bag  in  his  hand — there  was  no  good  in  that  I’ll  be 
sworn. 

Wid.  Who  could  he  be? — Enquiring  about  Molly  too? 

Ter.  ( Aside  to  Thickhead.)  He  didn’t  look  like  a  bailiff, 
did  he  ? 

Thick.  Very. 

Ter.  Gracious  heavens ! — But  he’d  have  had  his  follower 
if  he’d  wanted  to  take  me;  so  I  breathe  again.  Besides, 
I  believe  its  the  long  vacation. 

Wid.  Molly,  child,  how  ill  you  look;  I  feel  rather  unwell 
myself:  a  little  aniseed  wouldn’t  be  amiss  for  either  of  us. 
Thickhead,  get  the  tray  with  the  bread  and  cheese  set  out 
for  lunch  in  the  breakfast  parlour,  d’ye  hear,  and  open  the 
liquor  cupboard. 

Thick.  I  will,  Mrs.  Juniper.  Come  boys,  bring  in  the 
trunks,  and  you  shall  have  some  small  beer  to  encourage 
you.  [ Exeunt  Thickhead ,  Post-boy ,  and  Servant,  into 
Distillery. 

Wid.  Follow  me,  daughter-in-law  that  is  to  be. 

Ter.  I  will,  my  dear  mistress,  instantly. 

[Exit  Widow ,  into  the  Distillery. 
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(Muses.)  They  will  allow  me  to  keep  twenty  pounds  worth 
ot  clothes,  1  believe — I  shouldn’t  like  to  be  left  without 
a  gown  to  my  back.  I  hope  they’ll  give  me  a  con¬ 
venient  room,  and  a  comfortable  chum.  Heigho ! 

Enter  Causewin,  cautiously,  and  taps  her  on  the  shoulder. 

Ter.  At  whose  suit. — Ah  !  gracious  heavens ! — Cause- 
win  ? 

Cause.  Yes,  Causewin,  gent.  One,  etc. — Tereza _ 

Ter.  For  heaven’s  sake  don’t  mention  that  name. 

Cause.  Why  not  ?  its  yours. 

lei.  Unlucky  meeting!  what  do  you  still  pursue  me 
for  ? 

Cause.  Can  you  ask  that  question,  Miss  Tomkins,  and 
remember  what  is  past. 

SONG. — Causewin. 

AIR. — “  Eveleen’s  Bower.” 

In  the  court  of  King's  Bench, 

I  defended  you  wench, 

When  the  witnesses  ' gainst  you  with  false  vows  came; 
The  judge  shook  his  wig,  ' 

While  the  plaintiff  '  look'd  big, 

Y ou  were  cast,  but  was  /,  Molly  Tomkins,  to  blame ? 

/ 

My  bill  it  was  great, 

You  had  lost  your  estate, 

Execution  I  got,  ' tivas  good  practice  you  know; 

For  I'd  not  seen  the  day, 

W hen  you  promis'd  me  to  pay, 

So  I've  come  for  your  body,  are  you  ready  to  go? 

Ter.  An  execution  ! 

Cause.  Yes,  for  forty-nine  pounds,  six  and  eight-pence; 
besides  sheriff’s  poundage,  officers’  fees,  &c.  unless,  indeed i 
you  choose  to  be  my  wife. 

Ter.  Never  !  for  heaven’s  sake  go. 

Cause.  If  you’ll  go  with  me. — I  come  to  arrest  you,  Miss 
Tomkins— to  give  you  up  to  prison,  Miss  Tomkins,  and 
snatch  you  from  him,  whose  arms  you  prefer  to  those  of 
Causewin. 
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TEREZA  TOMKINS  ; 


Ter.  Mercy!  mercy!  I’ll  give  you  a  warrant  of  attor- 
ney a  cognovit — my  note  of  hand — any  thing,  only  go. 

Cause.  Hear  me,  Miss  Tomkins;  I  am  the  arbiter  of 
your  fate ;  with  a  breath  I  can  call  you  back  Mrs.  Wiggins’s 
shop — X  can  prove  your  birth  and  respectability. 

Ter.  Is  it  possible  ? — how  romantic  ! 

Cause.  There  are  no  witnesses,  so  I  may  speak  out: 

( Aside .)  judge  how  much  it  is  your  interest  to  marry  me: 
become  my  wife;  and  may  I  be  struck  off  the  rolls,  if  I  don’t 
prove  you  Mrs.  Wiggins’s  Daughter  ! 

Ter.  Mrs.  Wiggins’s  daughter  ! 

Cause.  Yes,  she  was  secretly  married  to  Mr.  Brisket,  an 
eminent  carcase  butcher,  unfortunately  happening  to  have 
another  wife  in  Newgate  Market ;  for  fear  of  bigamy,  he  was 
obliged  to  conceal  his  marriage  with  your  mother;  not  daring 
to  own  the  truth,  Mrs.  Wiggins  received  you  as  her  adopted 
child,  and  left  you  her  shop  and  business:  the  certificates  of  her 
marriage  and  your  birth  are  in  my  hands ;  and  I  can  not  only 
put  you  in  possession  of  her  shop,  but  a  valuable  slaughter¬ 
house  into  the  bargain;  you  must  become  my  wife  though  first. 

Ter.  A  slaughter-house  ! — that  indeed — but  no,  never  ! 

Cause.  Beware ; — ’tis  in  my  power  to  take  you  to  goal  di¬ 
rectly  ;  you  must  never  marry  this  young  spirit  merchant, 
this  daring  gin  spinner  :  I  forbid  the  banns ;  take  another 
step  in  it,  I  appear — I  speak — and  I  arrest  you. 

Ter .  Only  let  me  sign  jhe  settlement,  ’tis  but  a  matter  of 
form ;  and  I  promise  not  to  be  his  wife ;  pray  don’t  expose 
me. 

Cause.  I  will  be  obeyed ;  I  have  the  ca  sa  in  my  pocket ; 
they  are  coming - 

Ter.  Horrible  ! — Oh  that  I  had  a  little  tea  to  support  me. 

Cause.  Remember  !  Miss  T - . 

(Music, as  Causewin  is  going  towards  the  middle  gate; 
he  sees  persons  coming ,  and  returns  precipitately  ; 
Tereza,  in  terror,  runs  towards  him,  and  points 
to  the  inscription-post,  behind  which  he  hides ,  at 
this  moment  the  widow  enters  from  the  distillery. 
Charles  and  Fountain  come  in  at  the  middle  gate. 

Hid.  Welcome,  Mr.  Fountain,  welcome;  will  you  take 
a  glass  of  any  thing  after  your  walk  ?  as  you  recommended 
Molly  to  me,  I  have  sent  for  you  to  give  her  away. 
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Foun.  I  shall  gladly  dispose  of  her  in  the  way  that  may 
be  most  to  her  advantage. 

Fer.  ( Aside  to  Fountain .)  My  dear  sir,  for  heaven’s 
sake  don’t  leave  me — my  plaintiff  is  here. 

T  oun.  Be  composed  ;  I  have  the  friendly  writ  in  my 
pocket  see.  ( Skews  Writ,  aside.) 

Wid.  Now,  my  dear  boy,  for  the  first  time  in  your  life, 
you  are  going  to  be  on  your  own  hands,  but,  before  you 
start,  let  an  old  woman  give  you  a  few  words  of  advice : 
and  don  t  think  the  worse  of  it,  because  that  old  woman 
happens  to  be  your  mama. 

SONG.— Widow. 

AIR. — “  Lumkin  and  Fan.” 

t  / 

Thou  knowest ,  my  dear  Charley ,  my  own  darling  son, 
That  thou  and  thy  mother  must  part ; 

And  if  to  aught  naughty  my  Popsy  should  come , 

’  Twould  go  near,  boy ,  to  break  my  old  heart : 

Thou  lovest  my  housemaid,  thou’rt  going  to  wed  ; 

Stick  to  her,  and  hoard  well  thy  pelf, 

I  shall  leave  thee  my  business,  that  is— when  Fm  dead. 
Then  in  business  thoiClt  be  for  thyself. 

Like  thy  dad,  make  a  good  husband;  fly  from  the  girls, 
And  the  bells  shall  so  merrily,  merrily  ring 
For  the  marriage  of  Molly  and  Charles. 

(  Omnes  in  chorus .) 

Charles.  Til,  like  dad,  make  a  good  husband,  fyc. 

Tereza.  Like  his  dad,  a  good  husband,  heTlfly,  $c. 
Omnes.  Like  thy  dad,  Sfc. 

Enter  Thickhead,  from  the  Distillery. 

Thick.  The  parish  clerk  has  come,  Mrs.  Juniper. 

(  Tereza  starts  terrified,  and  casts  an  agitated  glance 
towards  the  direction  post.  Fountain  retires,  and 
talks  with  Thickhead  at  the  back  of  the  stage. 
Charles.  What’s  the  matter,  duckee?  does  your  tooth 
ache  still,  dearest?  my  Molly  seems  in  a  quandary ;  are  you 
looking  for  any  body  ? 

Ter.  No,  no,  dear  Charley;  nobody; — only — 
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Wid.  All  this  is  monstrous  odd ;  give  her  a  spoonful  of 

.  *  i 

cinnamon.  ,  „  ,  „  .  ,  .  . 

Charles  It’s  only  her  bashfulness ;  all  girls  are  in  a  sort 

of  a  taking,  when  they’re  going  to  be  married  ;  she’ll  soon 
get  over  that. 

Foun.  Now,  Molly,  or  daughter,  I  may  say,  as  I  m  going 


to  give  you  away. 

Ter.  ( Aside  to  Fountain .)  Do  you  see  the  lawyer,  or 

the  bailiffs  ? 

F OlAYl  •  No. 

Charles .  Come,  Molly,  darling :  the  parish  clerk  is  wait¬ 


ing  for  us.  /  .  ' 

Ter.  I  come;— now,  dear  Mr.  Fountain,  let  us  get  in 

doors;  quick,  quick. 

( Charles  transfers  the  hand  of  Tereza  to  Fountain , 
and  takes  the  widow’s.  Tereza  casts  one  more 
glance  towards  the  direction  post ,  and  hurries  in 
agitation  towards  the  steps  of  the  distillery .  During 
this  movement ,  Causewin  passes  along  the  hack 
ground ,  and  mounts  the  steps ;  Tereza  is  turning 
suddenly,  discovers  him,  and  shrieks .) 

Cause.  Hold  !  Miss  T - . 

(  Tereza  faints  in  the  arms  of  Fountain. ) 

Charles.  My  Molly  ! — ( Rushing  to  her.  All  regard 
Causewin  with  astonishment ; — he  stands  calmly 
and  in  silence .) 

Wid.  What  in  the  name  of  fortune  is  all  this  ? 

Charles.  Aye,  sir,  what’s  all  this?— who  are  you,  sir? 
What  do  you  want  here  ?  Thickhead,  go  for  a  constable — 
let  our  great  dog  looser  here  Towzen 

prt^useT  TTIsthe  cause — it  is  the  cause,  my  soul — let  m4 
(not  name  it  to  you,  ye  chaste  stars  !  / 

1  Charles.  No  ^JbutXwish  jou!dmme  itjtji  us,jliQiugh— f 

Cause.  Well,  then,  I  come  to  seek  that  girl. 

Charles.  Not  my  Molly  ? 

Cause.  That’s  a  misnomer ; — not  Molly,  but - 

Ter.  Do  not  proceed. — I  render  myself — dispose  of  my 
fate — my  liberty.  I’ll  follow  you. 

Charles.  Follow  him — vot,  and  leave  me? — Oh,  Molly! 
Molly  ! 

Cause.  If  you  make  a  render,  of  course  I  keep  my  word : 
come  ! 
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Charles.  There’s  two  vords  to  that  bargain  though,  f*m 

blow’d  if  she  shall  °-o. 

© 

Wid.  No,  sir;  I’m  her  mistress — she’s  my  house-maid, 
and  can’t  go  without  giving  a  quarter’s  warning. 

Cause.  Indeed  !  then  I  must  be  imperative — in  the  name 
of  the  King  I  take  her. — ( Shews  a  writ.)  Read  this. 

Charles .  Vy,  if  it  is’nt  a  writ,  and  I  shouldn’t  vonder  if 
he  vasn’t  a  baililf. 

Cause.  It  is  an  execution  from  the  court  of  King’s  Bench, 
for  forty-nine  pounds  six  and  eight-pence.  Besides,  Etc.  by 
virtue  of  which  I  claim  the  body  of  this  girl,  Tereza  Tom¬ 
kins,  alias  Molly ;  are  you  prepared  to  pay  it  ?^-if  not,  I 
take  my  prisoner : — come. 

Wid,  Aye,  go,  in  heaven’s  name — any  thing  to  get  rid 
of  her ;  fcrty-nine  pounds,  indeed  ! - 

DUET. — Widow  and  Fountain. 

AIR. — “  Carnival  de  Venice.” 

Wid.  Go,  go,  with  him  ere  day-light  sets, 

Tereza,  instantly  ; 

Oh,  go  with  him ,  and  pay  your  debts, 

In  the  Marshalsea. 

Oh,  go  with  him,  ere  Term  expires , 

And  that  ca  sa  is  out. 

The  Sheriff  very  much  desires , 

To  touch  his  fee,  no  doubt ; 

Then  go  with  him,  ere  day-light  sets, 

Tereza,  instantly. 

Yes,  go  with  him,  and  pay  your  debts , 

In  the  Marshalsea. 

t  ,  ■ 

Foun.  She  shall  not  come,  she  shall  not  go  ; 

Tereza,  do  not  stir: 

You  are  no  officer,  you  know , 

And  cannot  take  her ,  sir  ; 

’  Tis  at  your  peril,  if  you  do, 

’  Tis  false  imprisonment  ; 

And  I  for  damages  shall  sue, 

And  gain  to  all  intent. 

She  shall  not  come,  <fe. 
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i  .1  Charles.  My  wig !  here’s  a  go  ! — 

Wid.  Deceitful  girl — do  you  really  owe  this  money — are 

you  really  Tereza  Tomkins  ? 

Ter.  Yes,  yes— I  am  the  person,  but,  upon  my  soul,  I 

don’t  owe  the  money. 

Charles.  There  ;  hear  that,  mama. 

Wid.  Sir,  whoever  you  are,  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  pre¬ 
venting  our  being  taken  in — off  with  her  to  goal  in  heaven  s 
name. 

Ter.  Oh,  dear,  Mrs.  Juniper  ! 

i:  MEDLEY  FINALE.— Omnes. 

AIR. — “  Ghost  music  in  Giovanni.” 

Four.  Stay,  girl — goal  waits — yawns  for  its  prey : 

Term's  on — time's  come — but  you  shan't  away. 


AIR. — “  Pity  and  protect  the  slave.” 

Ter.  Friends  of  freedom  pay  the  money. 

Or,  in  mercy,  give  me  bail ; 

Humanity  is  Britain's  glory. 

Save,  protect  me  from  a  goal. 

AIR. — “  Will  you  come  to  the  bower.” 

Cause.  Will  you  come  to  the  prison  that's  waiting  for  you, 
The  writ  is  made  out,  and  the  money  is  due  ; 

Willy  ou,  will you,  will  you,  will  you,  come,  girl,  to  goal, 
Or  else  pay  the  levy,  or  else  find  good  bail. 

AIR.— “  Miss  Bailey.” 


Foun.  Stop,  Mr.  Lawyer,  not  so  fast, 

Your  claim  Til  soon  confute  it ; 

Tho'  you've  a  writ,  no  officer  you've  got  to  execute  it.  , 
The  Sheriff  hasn't  dubb'd  you  yet. 

Your  purpose  here  will  fail  ye  ; 

You  lawyer  are,  and  plaintiff  too,  but  yet  you  are  no  bailey, 
No,  you're  no  bailey, 

Mr.  Lawyer,  you're  no  bailey, 

You  can't  be  judge  and  hangman  too. 

Your  execution  fails  ye. 
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AIR. — “  Waltz  in  Miller  and  his  Men." 

Charles.  Hope  once  more  dawns  then , 
Draw  in  your  horns  then, 

Well  Fountain  warns  then, 

Take  yourself  off. 

Foun.  Tereza  cease  to  grieve. 

Widow,  we  take  our  leave, 

Thai’s  she’s  still  just  believe, 

Spite  of  his  scoff. 

Ter.  Good  bye,  dear  madam. 

No  more  than  Adam, 

Do  I  know, 

What  I  owe. 

This  money  for. 

Wid.  /  won’t  believe  you, 

No  to  deceive,  you 
Are  prone — so  leave  — you 
Had  better  be  off. 


Foun.  Widow,  we  take  our  leave. 

Charles.  Tereza,  cease  to  grjeve. 

Ter.  That  Fm  still  just  believe. 

Omnes.  Good  bye,  good  bye. 

Cause.  I  go — but  not  in  vain, 

Soon  Til  return  again; 

John  Doe, 

Shall  let  you  know. 

Omnes.  Fly,  traitor,  fly! 

(  Causewin  is  about  to  waltz  off  Tereza,  when  Foun¬ 
tain  consigns  her  to  Charles,  and  waltzes  off  Cause - 
win;  Widow  waltzes  Tereza  off  r.h.  and  Thickhead 
waltzes  Charles  into  the  counting-house .) 


END  OF  ACT  I. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. —  The  Grey  Ass  Public  House  and  Tea  Gardens; 
the  main  entrance  to  the  Public  House  on  the  right 
hand;  Sign  over  the  door ,  with  “  Lovewine ,  Dealer  in 
Spiritous  Liquors written  under  it;  on  the  left,  a 
Summer  House,  fancifully  built,  like  that  at  Bag - 
nigge  Wells,  with  a  flight  of  steps  leading  up  to  it; 
it  is  square,  and  is  raised  considerably  above  the 
ground ;  a  large  clear  window,  of  the  same  height 
with  the  door,  and  full  in  front  of  the  audience,  gives 
a  distinct  view  of  the  interior,  and  shews  another 
chamber  opening  into  this,  the  door  of  which  is  per¬ 
ceptible  to  the  spectators.  Beneath  these  rooms  is  a 
sort  of  little  Arbour,  or  Tea  drinking  Box;  other 
Boxes,  and  Arbours,  are  discovered  in  different  parts 
of  the  scene.  The  entrance  Gate  to  the  whole  at  the 
back ;  beyond  which  is  a  characteristic  Country 
Landscape — a  lighted  Chinese  Lanthorn  over  the  en¬ 
trance  Gale. — Customers,  male  and  female,  being  the 
villagers,  in  their  best  clothes,  seen ,  some  smoking 
and  drinking  ale,  others  having  tea ;  Lovewine  j 
Biddy,  and  Nannette  in  attendance  on  them. — It  is 
sunset  when  the  curtain  rises. ) 

GLEE. — Omnes. 

AIR. — Lord  Mornington’s  “  Here  in  cool  Grot.” 

Here  in  snug  box  and  arbour  fit. 

We  rural  youths  and  damsels  sit, 

Here  we  sit  and  drink  our  tea, 

Till  the  moon  rises,  who  but  we  ; 

Then  walk  to  see  her  quivering  beams 
Shine  on  the  sham  tin  fountains'1  streams : 

The  Chinese  lamps  on  high  that  wave, 

Aff  ord  the  light  our  revels  crave. 

The  ground  with  cockle-shells  pav'd  o'er, 

Is  good  to  us  as  marble  floor  ; 

While  loud  we  to  the  landlord  bawl, 

And  waiter,  for  hot  water  call. 
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Mug.  Now,  landlord,  what’s  to  pay? — Come,  wife,  mop 
up  your  tea;  we  must  be  off,  don’t  you  see  how  black  its 
looking? 

Mrs.  Mug.  Not  so  black  as  you  look,  Mr.  Muggins — but 
you  always  do  look  black,  or  blue,  or  something,  whenever 
one’s  going  to  enjoy  onesell. 

Mug.  I’ll  make  you  look  black  and  blue  soon,  if  you  don’t 
hold  your  clack.  What  enjoyment  will  there  be  in  getting 
wet  through?  and  don't  you  see  what  a  storm  there  is  coming 
on? — Come,  landlord,  one  ale,  two  backey,  and  tea  for  three 
— I  suppose  you’ll  only  charge  half  price  for  the  children? 

Love.  Four  and  sixpence,  your  honor — I  assure  you  it 
stands  me  in  the  whole  of  the  money. 

Mug.  Well,  there  it  is,  for  I  must  go — Come,  neighbours, 
are  you  off  ? 

Omnes.  Yes,  yes,  we’ll  all  go — Good  bye,  good  bye. 

Love.  Very  much  obliged  to  your  honors — good  day, 
good  day. 

[Exeunt  Muggins,  Mrs.  Muggins,  and  villagers. 
Faith,  here’s  a  rare  storm  coming  on  indeed ;  we’ll  get 
sheltered,  wife. 

Bid.  Take  care  you  don’t  have  a  storm  in  doors  as  well 
as  out.  You  hav’n’t  charged  them  half  enough  this  afternoon, 
and  many  of  them  were  so  drunk  they  would  have  paid  any 
thing!  but  you  never  will  make  use  of  a  good  opportunity. 

Love.  Well  wife,  you  charged  enough  for  me  and  your¬ 
self  too,  so  that’s  just  the  same — come  along. 

[Exeunt  Lovewine,  Biddy,  and  Nanny,  into  house. 

{Storm  rises.) 

Enter  Johnson  and  Hatterick,  two  smugglers,  with  a 
a  small  barrel  of  gunpowder  and  some  kegs. 

SONG. — Johnson. 

AIR.—1 “  Will  Watch.” 

’  Tis  night,  and  the  wind  from  the  northward  blows  keenly. 
While  sullenly  roars  the  big  waves  of  the  main  ; 

Yet  we  smugglers  will  watch  well  our  cue,  and  serenely 

Dispose  of  our  cargo,  then  smuggle  again: 

c  3 
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JVe  have  promised  our  wives  when  our  toils  are  well  ended, 

To  coil  up  our  hopes  and  cast  anchor  on  shore  ; 

When  our  pockets  are  lin'd,  why  our  lives  shall  be  mended, 

Then  the  laws  we  have  broken,  we'll  never  break  more. 

Hat.  Aye,  but  not  till  then  though — so  give  the  signal  to 
old  Lovewine,  and  let’s  dispose  of  these  kegs  of  moonshine. 
I  thought  his  guests  would  never  have  gone  away,  all’s  clear 
now  though,  and  will  continue  so,  thanks  to  this  rain. 

John.  Here  goes.  {Gives  signal.} 

Enter  Lovewine. 

T^ove.  Hey,  Johnson,  more  moonshine? 

John.  Yes,  three  kegs. 

Love.  Good,  the  very  night  we  wanted  it. 

John.  Yes,  its  dark  enough. 

Love.  What’s  the  figure  ? 

John.  As  before. 

Love.  Well,  let  me  pay  you,  there’s  nothing  like  honest 
dealings. 

John.  So  I  say,  we  smuggled  this  only  last  night. 

Hat.  ( Aside  to  Johnson .)  I  say  ;  what  shall  we  do  with  our 
ammunition  here,  it  may  get  wet  if  we  carry  it  through 
the  rain  ? 

John.  Ask  Lovewine  to  take  care  of  it. 

Hat.  He  won’t  if  he  knows  what  it  is. 

John.  We  won’t  let  him  know  what  it  is.  (  To  Lovewine .) 
Master  Lovewine  we  Avant  you  to  take  care  of  this  little 
barrel  of  choice  tea,  till  we  come  again. 

Love.  Well,  put  it  among  the  flowers  in  the  arbour,  it 
will  be  safe  enough  there — 1  musn’ttake  it  in  doors,  my  wife 
would  get  hold  of  it  if  I  did,  and  then  good  bye  to  it.  But 
what’s  this — here’s  gunpowder  written  on  it  ? 

John.  Ah,  its  gunpowder  tea. 

Hat.  Mind  no  one  finds  it  out,  there’d  be  a  fine  blow  up 
else. 

John.  Aye,  aye,  and  take  care  it  don’t  go  off. 

Love.  Go  off ! 

John.  Yes,  that  is  mind  nobody  carries  it  off. 
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Bid.  (  Within.)  Why  husband— Mr.  Lovewine— where 
are  you,  I  should  be  glad  to  know  ? 

Love.  Eh  !  bless  me,  there’s  my  wife — you  must  make 
yourselves  scarce.  Good  bye,  good  bye. 

John.  Good  bye,  old  heart.  Come,  friend  Hatterick  ;  we 

shall  soon  have  another  cargo  for  you. 

[ Exeunt  Johnson  and  Hatterick. 

Enter  Biddy. 

Bid.  Why,  husband — what  the  deuce  are  you  doing  out 
in  the  rain  here,  no  good  I’ll  be  bound  ?. 

Love.  A  great  deal  of  good,  my  love — I’ve  been  buying 
a  little  moonshine  from  our  friends,  the  smugglers ;  one  must 
get  an  honest  bit  of  bread  somehow. 

Bid.  Moonshine,  its  all  moonshine — oh,  there  are  the  kegs, 
that’s  a  different  thing — but  come  in ;  lets  hide  them  in  our 
private  cellar. 

Love.  Stop,  who’s  this? — here’s  a  customer. 

Enter  Tereza  through  the  back  gate ,  with  a  small  bundle 
tied  up  in  a  pocket  handkerchief,  she  seems  faint  and 
fatigued ,  and  advances  timidly  towards  Lovewine  and 
Biddy. 

SONG.— Tereza. 

AIR. — “The  Beggar  Girl.” 

Over  the  mountains  and  over  the  moors , 

Weary  and  hungry  I  wander  forlorn, 

’  T is  a  very  bad  night,  lam  turn’d  out  of  doors, 

My  place  1  have  lost,  and  my  character’ s  gone. 

Mister  Lovewine,  if  you  have  any  humanity , 

Give  me  some  tea  and  a  muffin  or  two, 

With  a  bed for  the  night,  if  its  only  for  charity. 

And  ojf  in  the  morning  Vll  thankfully  go. 

Love.  Bless  my  heart,  if  it  isn’t  Mrs.  Juniper’s  housemaid, 
Molly. 

Bid.  Lost  her  place,  her  character  gone,  why  then  she 
must  have  been  caught  romping  with  the  drayman.  Here  s 
a  pretty  piece  of  business — what  do  say  you  want  young 
woman  ? 

c  4 
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SONG. — Tereza. 

AIR. — “  Robin’s  petition.” 

Ter.  The  rain's  coming  down  very  fast , 

No  clogs  no  umbrella  have  /, 

My  shawl  cannot  shut  out  the  blast , 

My  bonnet  will  not  keep  me  dry. 

There  is  not  a  coach  to  be  got , 

Tve  walk'd  till  I’m  ready  to  drop , 

So  pray  let  me  have  someth  ing  hot , 

And  here  until  morning  Til  stop. 

Bid.  Did  they  pay  you  your  wages  when  they  turn’d  you 
away? 

Ter.  Yes,  all  but  five  shillings,  that  was  deducted  for  bro¬ 
ken  crockery. 

Bid.  Then  you  may  stay — she’ll  be  able  to  pay  for  what 
she  has,  otherwise  as  the  lease  of  this  house  belongs  to  the  dis¬ 
tillery,  and  the  widow  can  put  who  she  likes  in  it,  I  cer¬ 
tainly  should  not  have  suffered  her  to  remain. 

Love.  Nonsense,  she  shall  stay  at  all  events ;  her  money’s 
as  good  as  any  one  else’s — what  should  you  like  to  take, 
miss  ? — all  servants  out  of  place  are  misses  now. 

Ter.  I  should  like  some  tea,  but  pray  let  it  be  souchong, 
green  is  too  much  for  my  nerves — and  make  the  toast  as 
thin  as  you  can,  for  my  appetite’s  very  delicate. 

Love.  You  shall  have  it  directly,  miss. 

Bid.  What!  when  there’s  no  hot  water. 

Love.  No  hot  water,  and  you  in  the  house,  Mrs.  Lovcwine, 
that’s  very  strange. 

Ter.  Never  mind,  I’ve  been  in  hot  water,  enough  lately — 
rest  will  do  quite  as  well,  and  I  shall  pay  you  all  the  same. 

Bid.  Pay  us  all  the  same ;  that  will  be  all  the  same  tlien 
to  us — but  where,  in  heaven’s  name,  were  you  going  so  late  ? 

Ter.  I  was  going  to  arrest  myself  and  take  the  benefit  of 
the  act. 

Love.  Going  to  rest  herself  and  take  a  benefit  with  the 
actors — dear  me,  that’s  very  odd. 

Ter.  Mr.  fountain  was  to  have  gone  to  gaol  with  me  out 
of  friendship. 

Love.  Hum  ! — that  was  friendly,  ’faith, 

Ter  But  he  had  to  levy  an  extent  from  the  crown,  and 
couldn  t  accompany  me. 
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Bid.  Well  go  up  into  that  summer  house,  there’s  a  bed¬ 
room  adjoining  it,  where  the  widow  sleeps,  when  she  and  her 
son  come  collecting — you’ll  be  snug  enough  there. 

Ter.  Thank  ye,  thank  ye — shall  I  find  a  pen  and  ink 
there  ? 

Bid.  Yes  ;  and  here’s  a  light — but  pray  mind  you  don’t 
set  any  thing  on  fire,  for  we’re  not  insured. 

Ter.  I  will  take  care — I  merely  wish  to  write  Charley  a 
valentine  before  1  leave — I’ve  got  one  in  my  pocket  with  a 
bleeding  heart  painted  on  it ;  see,  I  gave  sixpence  for  it, 
’twill  serve  to  remind  him  of  poor  Tereza — good  night. 

{Biddy  shews  Tereza  up  into  the  summer  house, 
during  which  Causewin  appears  at  the  back  slily 
watching  all  that  passes — then  retires. 

Love.  Molly  out  of  place,  I  wish  my  wife  would  let  me 
engage  her,  1  want  a  maid  of  all  work  terribly;  Biddy  gets 
too  old  to  do  every  thing;  but  Lord,  Molly  is  too  pretty  for 
her  to  consent  to  my  hiring  her.  Well,  well,  I  must  do  as 
well  as  I  can  without.  I’ll  put  out  the  Chinese  lanthorn, 
then  mix  my  liquors  ready  for  to-morrow,  and  then  off  to 
bed — we  shall  have  no  more  customers  to  night. 

Bid.  ( Descending  from  the  summer  house.)  Now  then 
husband,  lock  the  gates,  and  let’s  be  off  to  bed — I  shan’t  go 
without  you. 

Love.  Won’t  you,  my  dear — well,  if  it  must  be  so,  come 
lovee. 

[Music. — Lovewine  and  Biddy,  Exit  into  the  house — 
the  door  is  heard  locked  inside ,  the  stage  is  then 
quite  dark,  except  the  glimmer  cast  from  the  candle 
where  Tereza  is  writing  in  the  summer  house. 

Enter  Causewin,  cautiously. 

Cause.  There  she  is — I  was  right — If  I  can  secure  her 
now,  1  shall  save  the  bailiffs  fee — my  fortune  depends  on  her 
possession — the  milliner’s  shop!  the  slaughter-house!  ’Tis 
a  clear  hundred  a  year ;  I  can  take  chambers  in  Pump  court 
with  it — hist,  she  speaks. 

Ter.  (  Writing  within.)  The  rose  is  red — 

Cause.  Sweet ! 
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Ter.  The  violet  blue — 

Cause.  Pretty  ! 

Ter.  The  devil’s  black  — 

Cause.  Oh,  the  devil,  surely  she  don’t  mean  me. 

But  not  so  you. 

There,  I  think  that  will  do  for  my  dear  Charley.  . 

Cause.  Still  Charley— how  shall  I  entice  here— 1  l  imi¬ 
tate  her  old  Flame  the  exciseman— If  I  recollect  rightly,  his 
is  a  gin  voice — yes,  I  shall  nick  her  now. 

SONG. — Causewin. 
air. — “  In  a  hurry  post  haste,  Sic.” 

In  a  hurry  to  grapple  Miss  Tomkins 
Fll  mount  and  arrest  her  dear  charms: 

Bum  bailiffs  are  ignorant  bumpkins , 

Til  imprison  the  maid  in  my  arms . 

Hinx  spinx , 

To  caption  the  minx , 

I  now  could  jump  over  the  moon; 

To  behold  her , 

And  tap  her  sweet  shoulder, 

Mrs.  Causewin  would  make  her  be  soon. 

Ter.  Bless  me,  what’s  that  ?— what  a  singing  in  my  ears 
I  have — I  wish  I  had  had  some  tea,  for  I  m  very  faint. 

Cause.  (  Going  up  stairs.)  this  is  the  door.  (  Raps  at  it.) 

Ter  Surely,  that  can’t  be  a  mouse  ? 

Cause.  A  mouse  ! — the  puss  begins  to  smell  a  rat— I  must 
put  her  on  a  wrong  scent — Molly!  Molly  !  ( Disguising  his 
voice  like  Fountain’s.) 

Ter.  Eh !  who  calls— it  can’t  be  the  watchman  l 

Cause.  Fountain,  the  exciseman,  your  friend. 

Ter.  Ha !  have  you  come  to  take  me  to  a  gaol,  my  ge¬ 
nerous  benefactor  ? — I’ll  be  with  you  directly. 

Cause .  How  easily  she  swallows  the  bait;  I  shall  trap  her 
without  any  trouble.  ( Descends  rapidly .) 

(  Tereza  comes  down  from  the  summer  house  and  looks 

about  for  Fountain. 

Ter.  Where  are  you — we’ll  have  some  hot  brandy  and 
water  before  we  go. 


OR,  TIIE  FRUITS  OF  GENEVA. 


27 


Cause.  Here — silence. 

Ter.  Ha  !  Mr .  Causewin  !( Screams  and  drops  the  candle .) 

Cause.  \  es,  come  to  take  you  to  a  spunging  house — you 
are  my  prisoner  now. 

Ter.  {Kneeling.')  Memory  of  my  sainted  mother— spirit 
of  Mrs.  Wiggins,  assist  and  support  me  in  this  dreadful  hour 

monster,  I’ll  foil  you  yet,  I’ll  take  the  benefit  of  the  act— 
and — 

Car.  Ha,  take  the  benefit  of  the  act;  fool,  fool,  I  shall  op¬ 
pose  you,  I’ll  engage  Heath  against  you,  you  will  be  re¬ 
manded  for  five  years— your  insolvency  shall  avail  you 
nothing— I  will  brand  you  with  the  stigma  of  fraud,  and — 
but  come,  the  spunging  house  awaits  you. 

Ter.  You  have  no  power  to  take  me— you  are  no  bailiff 
” — help!  help!  {Noise  heard  within.) 

Love.  {  Within.)  Biddy!  Biddy!  come,  Biddy !  come! 

Cause.  A  rescue — I  must  be  off;  but  I’ll  soon  return  with 
the  bailiffs,  and  then  she  can’t  escape  me. 

{Exit  Causewin  in  a  hurry. 

Enter  Lot  ewine  with  the  spit ,  followed  by  Biddy  with 
the  warming  pan,  and  Nanny  with  the  poker. 

Love.  Come  Biddy — come  chicken,  I’ll  soon  spit  the  ras¬ 
cals  hey,  it  here  isn’t  one  of  them  down  already — let  the 
others  come  on. 

Bid.  Why,  if  it  isn’t  Molly— Molly,  child  how  came  you 
here  ?  J 

Love.  Only  Molly  ?— Lord  bless  me,  how  valiant  I  am 
growing — where  are  the  scoundrels  ? 

Bid.  What  do  you  do  out  of  the  summer  house? _ and 

what’s  the  matter  with  you? 

Ter.  Nothing,  ’tis  over  now. 

Love.  Well  then,  what  was  the  matter  ? 

Ter.  I’ll  tell  you. 

SONG. — Tereza. 

AIR. — “  As  pensive,  &c.” 

As  pensive  I  thought  on  my  love , 

/  was  put  in  a  terrible  fright , 
f'oi  wide  open  the  wind  my  door  drove, 

And  popped  out  in  one  moment  my  light  ; 


28 


TEREZA  TOMKINS  ; 


Then  methouyht  that  a  man  all  in  black, 

Who  had  in  one  hand  a  red  tail, 

In  the  other  a  bag  like  a  sack. 

Cried  out  Molly,  you  must  come  to  jail. 

Love.  How  odd — but  here’s  the  light  out  sure  enough. 

(  The  gate  bell  rings — cries  of  “  House,  house ,  Grey  Ass, 

Q'c.  heard  without. } 

Bid.  Eh,  who  can  this  be  at  this  time  of  night  ? 

Love.  Run  and  see,  and  then  you’ll  know. 

Bid.  Indeed,  Mr.  Wiseacre,  just  pleas^  to  go  yourself. 

\Exit  Lovewine. 

Love.  I  hope  it  isn’t Causewin  come  back  with  the  bailiffs; 
I  tremble  at  every  tap  of  the  shoulder. 

Bid.  Perhaps,  its  the  old  exciseman,  come  to  look  after 
you — I  hope  he  hasn’t  come  to  look  after  us — if  he  should 
stumble  on  our  moonshine  this  dark  night,  oh,  Lord  l  (Aside.} 

Ter.  Pray  heaven  it  may  be. 

Enter  Lovewine,  running. 

Love.  Oh,  wife,  wife !  here’s  a  pretty  to  do — here’s  the 
widow  and  her  son  come,  and  wehav’n’t  got  the  last  quarter’s 
money  ready. 

Ter.  Ah!  my  dear  Charley  and  Mrs.  Juniper  here — hide 
me  I  implore  you,  I  dare  not  meet  my  mistress. 

Bid.  She  must  have  done  something  very  naughty — no 
matter — you  can  go  into  the  garret,  there’s  a  nice  flock  bed 
and  truckle  bedstead  there,  and  stop  till  day  break — then 
you  can  go  off  on  the  mail,  and  nobody  be  a  bit  the  wiser. 

Ter.  But  my  bundle  is  in  the  summer  house — should  Mrs. 
Juniper  see  it  she  might  stop  my  things. 

Bid.  Don’t  be  afraid  of  that — I’ll  get  you  your  bundle. 

(  Runs  up  to  get  it.} 

Love.  (  Without.}  This  way,  Mrs. Juniper — this  way  ma’am 
— mind  the  puddle. 

Bid.  ( Coming  down }  Here  they  come — quick,  quick, 
you  d  better  go  into  the  cockloft — you  know  the  way — at 
the  top  of  the  house,  turn  to  the  right ;  you’ll  be  sure  to  be 
right  then  and  safe  too.  ( Pushes  Teresa  into  the  public 
house,  and  shuts  the  door  after  her.} 
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Enter  the  Widow  and  Charles,  shewn  in  by  Lovewine, 

and  followed  by  Nanny. 

Love.  This  way,  Mrs.  Juniper,  this  way. 

Wid.  I’ll  just  step  in  and  take  a  glass  of  brandy  and  water 
hot,  writh  a  little  sugar  in  it — and  then  I’ll  go  to  bed  for  fm 
very  tired. 

Love.  This  way,  Mrs.  Juniper,  you  shall  have  it  directly 
ma’am. 

Bid.  Yes,  this  way,  Mrs.  Juniper. — I’ve  put  Molly  in  the 
cockloft. — {Aside  to  Lovewine .)  Master  Charley  little  thinks 
she’s  here. 

{Exeunt  Widow ,  Lovewine  and  Biddy  into  house. 

Charles.  ( Solus .)  Poor  Molly  !  I  can’t  drive  her  out  of 
my  head — how  the  deuce  could  she  come  to  owe  so  much 
money — it  was  lucky  I  hadn’t  married  her,  or  they’d  have 
nibbled  me  for  it. — Heigho  !  I  don’t  take  no  delight  in  no¬ 
thing  now.  No,  not  even  in  bumble-puppy,  nine-pins,  or 
any  thing. 


SONG. — Charles. 

AIR. — “  Haydn’s  Canzonette.” 

My  mother  bids  me  cock  my  hair , 

And  be  a  natty  lad; 

A  military  blue  cloak  wear , 

Or  else  a  scarlet  plaid. 

“  For  why says  she  “  no  dandy  be , 

When  others  look  so  gay  ?” 

Alas  !  what  joy  has  clothes  for  me, 

When  Molly  is  -away  ? 

Re-enter  Widow,  attended  by  Lovewine  and  Biddy. 

Wid.  Very  good — very  good,  indeed — I  declare  if  it 
hasn’t  quite  got  into  my  head — you  mus’n’t  give  such  shil- 
lings-worth’s  to  every  body. — Come,  Charley,  and  see  me  to 
my  room ; — what  still  thinking  of  Molly — for  shame,  for 
shame ! — Never  shall  you  marry  her  while  she  owes  the 
money  she  does — come. — 

[Exeunt  Widow  and  Charles  into  summer-house . 
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Bid.  “  Owes  the  money  she  does” — then  we  mustn’t  trust 
her _ you’d  better  go  and  get  the  money  for  her  bed. 

Love.  What !  before  she’s  slept  in  it  ?  not  I  i’faith  ! 

(  Charles  lights  the  Widow  into  the  inner  room — as  he 
is  coming  hack ,  he  sees  the  Valentine  Tereza  was 
writing. 

Charles.  What’s  this ! — a  valentine ! — and  in  my  Molly  s 
hand ; — directed  to  me  too — dear  girl,  she  has  been  here 
perhaps  is  still  here ; — let  me  go  into  the  house  and  see. 

(  Comes  down .) — “  The  Rose  is  red,” — “  My  Love  is  like 
the  red  red  Rose,” — “  The  Violet’s  blue,” — u  The  blue  Bells 
of  Scotland,” — Sweet  creature! — “  The' Devil’s  black!” — 
Oh,  the  Devil!  I  von’t  read  any  more,  for  I  suppose  she 
means  to  say  I’m  black  too,  for  not  paying  the  lawyer.  It 
was  werry  black  of  me  to  be  sure.  [Exit  into  House. 

Enter  Fountain. 

Foun.  Very  odd,  I  hav’n’t  overtaken  Molly, — I  met  those 
rogues  Johnson  and  Hatterick,  the  smugglers  as  I  came 
along ' — they  were  in  this  direction,  and  must  have  stopped 
at  this  house. — What  could  have  been  their  business  here  ? 
— when  a  smuggler  comes  to  a  public  house  it  is  to  leave 
spirits,  and  not  to  get  them ; — I  begin  to  smell  a  rat,  and 
may  make  a  good  job  of  it  by  coming  here; — to  be  sure 
Lovewine  is  my  friend,  but  friendship’s  all  nonsense  in  busi¬ 
ness — let  me  search  about — these  arbours  and  boxes  are 
snug  places  to  drop  a  keg  in. — Eh !  what  have  we  here  ?  a 
barrel,  as  I  live  ! — ( Fountain  finds  the  Barrel  hid  in  the 
Arbour  under  the  Summer  House. ) — Curse  it !  I  can’t  open 
it — never  mind — I’ll  let  it  lay  where  it  is — get  the  kitchen 
poker — knock  in  the  head  of  it,  and  soon  find  out  whether  its 
rum,  gin,  or  brandy. — Aye,  aye  ! — 

SONG. — Fountain. 

When  villagers  thus  skirt  the  sea , 

’  Tw  fit  we  excisemen  should  come, 

Or  publicans  ’ twixt  you  and  me, 

May  smuggle  gin,  brandy  and  rum  ; 
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They  think  they  are  not  to  be  bit, 

But  we  find  where  their  moonshine  they  stow  it; 
Then  cry,  come  lug  out  your  'permit, 

For  you've  smuggled  that  stuff  and  you  know  it. 

Mister  Lovewine  he  keeps  the  Grey  Ass, 

None  know  how  he  gets  so  much  pelf, 

He  may  one  day  bring  things  to  that  pass, 

His  sign  may  be  sign  of  himself ; 

/  think  I  shall  nick  him  at  last, 

For  if  I  can  under  his  roof, 

Oneea  small  keg  of  moonshine  lag  fast, 

I  certianly  shall  have  full  proof 

Enter  Causewin  with  Nabman  and  Nick’em,  two  Bailiffs. 

Cau.  Softly !  softly  !  this  way,  Mr.  Nick’em — this  way 
Mr.  Nabman  :  you  see  that  summer  house,  your  prisoner  is 
there ;  she  will  deny  her  name,  but  never  mind  that — make 
your  caption,  and  take  her  instantly  to  your  Spunging House; 
in  the  morning  I’ll  join  you,  relieve  you  of  your  charge,  pay 
you  your  fees,  and  give  you  another  job — you  shall  have 
the  whole  of  my  business.  Now,  Tereza  Tomkins,  I  have 
you  at  last !  Make  no  mistake,  as  you  value  my  future 
writs. 

Nick.  Veil  make  no  mistake,  master  Causewin,  though 
we  have  got  a  little  Genevee  on  board. 

Nab.  Ye  have  hush’d  a  little  too  much,  certainly,  master 
Nick’em,  vaiting  so  long  for  the  gemman  at  the  Black  Horse ; 
but  howsomdever,  ve  can  manage  to  take  care  of  our  man, 
any  how,  especially  ven  it  only  happens  to  be  a  voman. 

Cau.  Well,  your  fee  speed  you  !  [Exit  Causewin. 

Nick.  Now,  brother  Nabman,  I  likes  to  arrest  your  young 
vomen,  pretty  little  dears — I’m  as  tender  as  a  lamb  with  ’em. 
Steady  !  steady,  boy  !  Faith !  the  Genevee  vas  very  strong*! 
Now  for  it — you  go  in  first. 

(  They  ascend  to  the  summer  house i) 

Enter  Fountain  with  a  red  hot  poker,  from  house. 

Foun.  I’ve  got  the  poker!  it’s  red  hot  to  be  sure _ so 

much  the  better ;  it  will  make  a  hole  in  the  barrel  all  the 

quicker :  I  shall  soon  see  what  stuff  it’s  made  of  now _ here 

goes  !  (  Puls  the  poker  to  the  barrel;  it  ignites,  and  blows  up 
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part  of  the  summer-house.  Fountain  retreats  in 
great  terror ,  leaving  the  poker  behind  him.  Nick'em 
and  Nabman  appear ,  lugging  along  the  widow .) 

Nick.  Here’s  a  blow-up  ! 

Nab.  Cup  !  cup  !  none  of  your  gammon  !— it  von’t  do, 
denying  your  name  to  us.  1  say  it  is  I  omkins — so  bring 
her  along,  brother  Nick’em — or,  damme,  ve  shall  be  sing’d 

like  a  goose  at  Michaelmas. 

(  They  bear  her  off,  she  screams.) 

Enter  Tereza. 

Ter.  Ha  !  the  summer  house  on  fire  ! — my  mistress  will 
be  lost — help  !  help  !  (Seizes  the  poker ,  and  plunges  into 
the  flames;  Lovewine ,  Biddy ,  Charles ,  and  Neigh¬ 
bours  rush  on.) 

Love.  My  summer  house  on  fire  ! — Here’s  a  go  ! 

Charles.  Ah  !  my  mama  !  my  mama  !  (  They  rush  to¬ 

wards  the  summer-house ;  Tereza  appears  pale  and 
dishevelled ,  holding  the  red  hot  poker  in  her  hand.) 

Ter.  It  is  too  late — she’s  lost ! 

Love.  And  so  will  the  house  be  too,  if  we  don’t  get  some 
water; — aye,  and  you,  Miss  Molly,  if  .you  don't  come  down. 

Ter.  ’Twas  I ! — ’twas  I ! 

Om.  Water  !  water  ! — Fire  !  fire  ! 

CATCH. — Omnes. 

AIR. — “  Ah  !  how,  Sophia.” 

Our  house  is  on  fire!  oh  sight  of fear  ! 

We’re  not  insured — some  water  here  ! 

Go  fetch  the  engines — borrow  pails — 

Pull  up  the  plugs — the  pump  soon  fails. 

Were  we  but  lodgers,  we'd  not  care, 

But  none  save  us  will  bear  a  share. 


END  OF  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT  HI. 

SCENE. — Best  smoking  Parlour  of  the  Grey  Ass  Public 
House,  with  two  windows  nearly  down  to  the  Ground, 
through  which  the  Tea  Gardens  are  perceptible,  and  in 
them  the  ruins  oj  the  Summer  House  j  a  large  middle 
door  in  the  centre  of  the  two  windows ;  on  the  left  han 
upper  entrance,  a  door  placed  diagonally  leading  to  ano 

ther  room. 


Enter  Tereza  and  Charles. 

DUET.— Tereza  and  Charles. 

AIR— “  As  it  fell  upon  a  Day.” 

As  it  fell  upon  a  night, 

In  the  merry  merry  candlelight 
Sitting  in  a  summer  house, 

Made  of  wood,  as  snug  as  mouse-, 

Stars  did  shine,  and  bats  take  wing, 

Watchmen  bawl  and  crickets  sing-, 

Every  thing  did  banish  moan, 

Save  the  widow’s  state  alone. 

She,  unluckiest  of  clames, 

Set  the  summer  house  in  flames, 

Fire !  fire  ! — Fire,  fire !  now  did  she  cry , 

And  help,  help,  help,  here  by  and  bye. 

But  her  screaming  was  in  vain, 

She  will  never  scream  again. 

Sooner  than  this  fate  shed  known. 

Would  that  it  had  been  our  own. 

Charles.  Would  that  it  had  indeed  my  dear  Molly,— my 
poor  mamma,  had  she  died  a  natural  death,  I  would  nt  so 
much  have  minded,  but  to  be  burnt  like  a  witch  oh  its  too 

m  Ter.  You  are  affected  my  dear  Charley,  come  into  the 

bar,  a  little  tea  will  revive  you.  . 

Charles.  Yes  if  there’s  some  brandy  m  it,  oh  my  poor 
mamma,  she  always  lik  d  a  little  in  her  s. 

D 


34 


TEREZA  TOMKINS ; 


Ter.  Amiable  sensibility,  I  like  a  little  in  mine  some¬ 
times.  [. Exeunt  Teresa  and  Charles ,  Side  Door. 

Enter  Lovewine  and  Biddy. 

Love.  I  repeat  again  it’s  a  very  strange  business,  if  the 
widow  was  really  burnt  where’s  her  body. 

Bid.  Why  burnt  too  you  old  fool. 

Love.  Psha !  I’ve  a  great  mind  to  send  for  the  Parish 
Beadle  and  have  her  cried. 

Bid.  Have  her  cried — what’s  the  use  of  crying  for  her 
when  she’s  lost. 

Love.  Every  use,  that’s  the  only  one  to  find  her  again. 
Voice.  ( without )  Here  landlord — Grey  Ass — hilloa! 

Bid.  Grey  Ass,  the’re  calling  you. 

Love.  No,  no,  it’s  you  they  want,  but  however  we’ll  both 
go  for  fear  of  accident’s  so  come  along ! 

[Exeunt,  Lovewine  and  Biddy. 

Enter  Fountain. 

Eoun.  1  wonder  whether  the}r  found  out  it  was  me  that 
blowed  up  the  Summer  House  last  night,  I  hope  not,  they’d 
bring  an  action  for  damages,  if  they  did — the  spirits  must 
have  been  rare  and  strong — twenty  degrees  above  proof  to 
go  off  in  the  manner  they  did.— A  jury  would  certainly  bring 
it  in  Arson,  if  they  were  to  try  me  for  it,  and  a  pretty  asst 
should  look  like  then — my  attention  to  my  duty  would 
end  in  a  halter.  Eh  !  who  have  we  here,  old  Lovewine  and 
his  Biddy  as  I  live,  there’s  no  running  away — I  must  face 

them  out,  and  if  here  isn  t  Molly  too — bless  me  how  wild 
she  looks. 

Enter  Lovewine,  Biddy,  Charles,  Nanny,  Tereza, 

(. distracted )  and  Villagers. 

Love.  Send  for  a  strait  waistcoat  she’s  stark  staring  mad* 
we  must  get  her  into  Bedlam. 

of  hef  kce’y0Ure  'tS  °nly  a fit  °f  insani,J’  on  the  loss 


OR,  THE  FRUITS  OF  GENEVA. 


35 


Love.  The  loss  of  her  mistress,  you  mean :  what’s  her 
place  to  her  ? 

Ihd.  Why  as  good  as  five  guineas  a  year,  besides  tea  and 
sugar. 

Love.  Nonsense. 

Lid.  Is  it  ?  I  think  it’s  very  handsome ;  I  don’t  give  our 
Nanny  half  as  much. 

Foun.  They  don't  say  any  thing  to  me — all’s  right,  I’m 

not  suspected — but  what  is  this  about  the  loss  of  her  mis¬ 
tress  ? 

Love.  How  she  rolls  her  eyes — she  going  to  say  some¬ 
thing. — 

o 

Bid.  Going  to  sing  something,  more  likely. 

Love.  Hush  !  Hush  ! 


MAD  MEDLEY  .—Tereza. 

AIR. — “  Crazy  Jane.” 

Look  good  folks  in  every  feature, 

See  the  signs  of  grief  exprest ; 

Let  a  wandring  wretched  creature , 

With  compassion  fit  your  breast. 

Dost  tkou  shrink  and  think  I’ll  bite  thee, 
Faith  your  fears  are  monstrous  droll ; 
I’ll  do  naught  that  cdn  affright  thee, 

Pity  then  poor  Crazy  moll. 

Love.  She’s  very  mad,  poor  young  creature, 

SONG.— Tereza. 

AIR. — “  Bonny  Dundee.” 

The  charge  is  prepared,  the  lawyers  are  met , 

The  Judges  all  rang’d  a  terrible  show, ; 

I  go  undismay’d  ’ tis  only  for  debt, 

A  debt  on  demand,  a  debt  I  don’t  owe. 

Then  farewell  my  shop,  millinery  adieu, 

The  general  issue  I’ve  pleaded ,  ’tis  true-, 

I  shall  loose,  but  in  prison  I’ll  end  my  regrets, 
For  that  way  at  once  I  shall  pay  all  my  debts. 

d  2 
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Love.  There,  you  see,  she  fancies  she’s  in  court,  being 
sued  for  debt.  Oh,  she’s  incurable — hush !  she’s  breaking 

out  in  fresh  places. 

Bid.  I  don’t  half  like  all  this. 

SONG. — Tereza. 

AIR. — “  Whither,  my  Love.’' 

Whither  dear  mistress,  whither  art  thou  gone, 

Let  not  thy  absence  ctoucl  this  happy  morn ; 

Surely  I  see  thee,  yes,  oh  yes,  'tis  thou, 

Ah  no,  ah  no,  ah  no, 

Thou’rt  burnt,  and  ashes  now. 

AIR. — From  Hamlet. 

Yes  thou  rt  burnt,  and  gone,  dear  mistress, 

Black  as  coal  I  trow  ; 

Thy  bones  are  coke  and  ash  thy  flesh, 

So  thou’ltnot  be  burnt  below. 

Bid.  D’ye  hear  that  ?  I’ve  strange  suspicions. 

Fonn.  (Aside.)  Lord  bless  me  !  I’ve  blown  up  old  Mo¬ 
ther  Juniper  ! — Well,  she’s  blown  me  up  often  enough,  so 
it’s  only  tit  for  tat. 

Love.  We  must  get  her  an  admission  for  life,  she’s  very 
bad. 

Charles.  My  poor  mamma  ! 

Ter.  Hush,  hush  !  they’ll  hear  you,  and  find  me  out;  but 
I'm  not  Molly ;  no,  no. 

SONG. — Tereza. 

AIR. — “  Argyle  is  my  Name;  or,  Bannocks  of  Barley  Meal.” 

Tereza’s  my  name,  and  you  may  think  it  strange , 

/  should  live  in  a  place,  ana l  my  name  I  should  change, 
But  falsehood  and  calumny  l  do  eschew, 

’  Twas  thro ’  fear  of  the  bailiffs,  so  what’s  that  to  you  ? 
In  town  or  in  country  the  court  I  have  fac’d, 

By  ft  fa  and  ca  sa  I  ne'er  was  disgrac'd; 

Tre  done  what  I  could  to  pay  all  that  I  oice, 

And  flow  into  prison  to  pay  them  I'll  go. 
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Bui.  Do  you  hear  ?  Molly  not  her  name — run  away 
Irom  the  baillls — going-  into  prison  to  cheat  her  creditors ; 
ah,  she’s  a  bad  girl ;  ’tis  a  plain  case,  ’tis  she  that  has  blown 
up  the  widow,  because  she  woudn’t  let  her  marry  Charles. 
Ter .  Hark!  Hark! 

SONG.— Tereza. 

AIR. — “  Beggars  Opera.” 

Hark  I  hear  the  Bailiffs  rapping, 

Soon  they’ll  be  my  shoulder  tapping, 

I  know  the  rogues  of  old; 

But  let  them  fume  and  vapour , 

My  notices  in  the  paper, 

Will  pay  them  as  well  as  gold. 

Bid.  There,  she’s  afraid  of  the  officers.  I  thought  no 
good  would  come  of  our  taking  her  in — we  must  send  for 
the  constable. 

Ter.  hut  they  shan’t  have  me ;  no,  no,  I’ll  run  away  from 
them. — Aye,  aye. 

SONG. — Tereza. 

AIR. — “  Where  the  Bee  sucks.” 

Through  the  key  hole  will  I  fly, 

In  a  spider’s  web  I’ll  lie, 

There  I’ll  hide 
From  bailiffs  eye. 

Then  on  some  bluebottle  fly , 

Out  of  the  country ,  merrily, 

Merrily,  merrily,  shall  I  live  O, 

When  I  live  in  a  place  which  the  lawyers  don’t  know. 

Bid.  I  thought  she’d  want  to  be  off;  but  I’ll  put  a  stop  to 
that — Nanny,  go  for  the  constables — lock  the  doors.  Neigh¬ 
bours,  friends,  I  charge  this  girl  with  setting  fire  to  our 
summer  house,  and  blowing  up  the  widow. 

Fowl.  Stop !  stop  !  I  can  prove — but  1  musn’t  tell  them, 
1  b low’d  up  the  summer  house — or  they’ll  come  upon  me  for 
damages,  and,  perhaps,  for  something  worse.  (Aside.) 

Bid.  Eh,  what  can  you  prove  ? 
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Foun.  Why,  nothing-. 

Bid.  Then  its  a  clear  case — go  for  the  constables,  Nanny. 

Nan.  Yes,  ma’am.  [ Exit ,  Nanny. 

Love.  I  tell  you  what,  wife,  you’re  wrong — it  must  have 
been  a  flash  of  lightning,  or  that  damn’d  gunpowder  tea ; 
but  they’ll  find  out  my  dealings  with  the  smugglers  if  I  say 
any  thing. 

Bid.  I  say  it  was  she  who  blow’d  up  the  widow ;  who  else 
had  any  interest  in  doing  so? — didn’t  the  widow  turn  her 
away? — prevent  her  marrying  Charles? — didn’t  she  come  to 
way-lay  her  here? — didn’t  some  man  follow  her,  like  a 
jack-a-lanthorn,  and  was  off  in  an  instant  ? 

Love.  Aye,  aye — there  was  a  man,  sure*  enough,  at  least 
she  told  us  so,  when  we  found  her  out  of  the  summer-house. 

Bid.  When  the  widow  arrived,  didn’t  she  hide  herself  in 
the  cock-loft? — then  didn’t  we  discover  her  among  the  flames, 
with  a  rushlight  in  her  hand,  screaming — ’Twas  I,  ’twas  I  ? 

Love.  I  saw  no  rushlight. 

Bid.  No? — it  had  burnt  away,  then; — but  you  saw  the 
red-hot  poker? 

Love.  She  will  stir  up  the  coals  somehow. 

Foun.  A  gleam  of  light  breaks  in  upon  me;  that  man  must 
have  been  Causewin;  could  I  but  fix  it  on  him,  I  should  get 
both  Tereza’s  neck  and  mine  too,  out  of  the  halter.  (  Aside .) 

Ter.  Accused  of  blowing  up  my  mistress? — Dreadful! 
I  never  blow’d  her  up  in  all  my  life :  she  used  to  scold  me 
sometimes,  but  I  never  answered.  Ah  !  Mr.  Fountain ! 
save  me  !  save  me  ! 

Foun.  I  will — and  myself  too,  if  I  can.  {Aside.) 

Enter  Nanny,  hastily. 

Nan.  Oh  !  mistress !  mistress  !  they’ve  got  the  man  ! — 
miss’s  accomplice  in  blowing  up  the  widow.  Master  Thick¬ 
head,  and  a  whole  posse  of  constables  are  bringing  him  in. 

Foun.  Then  leave  me  to  deal  with  him. — I  see  it  all ;  it 

must  be  Causewin,  and - retire,  friends — Tereza,  stay 

with  me — I  will  be  answerable. 

Charles.  Aye,  aye;  leave  all  to  Mr.  Fountain. — Oh!  my 
poor  mamma  ! 

Love.  So  long  as  the  saddle’s  put  on  the  right  horse,  I 
don’t  care.  Come,  friends  and  customers. — 

\Exeunt  all  but  Fountain  and  Tereza. 
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hrnno-Kt  e*tar^e  °*  lowing  Up  my  dear  mistress  has 

hero  no-  t0  .senses-  Oh,  my  dear  sir,  the  lawyer  was 

I  uL  “  uast  n,ght’  and  went  fm  ‘he  bailiffs  to  take  me ; 

i,:j  jr.*?!, 1  e  suryimer  house  the  widow’s  arrival  made  me 
nide  in  the  cock-loft. 

Four.  And  she _ 

Fez.  She  went  into  the  summer  house  in  my  place 

killVlT  TiS  Clear>  then’  he  has  “hot  at  the  pigeon  and 
Kill  d  the  crow ;  trust  all  to  me :  I  will  bring  you  through. 

rr  •  .  (  Cries  without  of — Briny  him,  along. f 

I  ca  h  C°r!1.nrg  rrhlde  ourself  there  for  a  time,  at  least  ’till 
i  can  , — 1 1]  toil  him  yet. 


SONG. — Fountain. 

AIR.—“  The  La(ls  of  th(j  vmage 

The  lads  of  the  village  so  merrily ,  ah  ! 

The  lawyer  are  dragging  along, 

But Jf  frying  the  natives,  girl  verily  ah ! 

1  he  Exciseman  is  Jirst  in  the  throng. 

To, taJie  in  a  lawyer  I  can’t  he  to  blame, 

Tl'\  mV  wish  girl  that  you  should  be  free, 

And  I’ll  soon  prove  my  word’ sand  my  deeds  are  the 
same, 

So  be  quiet  and  leave  all  to  me. 


[Exit  Tereza,  a  great  bustle  announces  Causewin,  who  conti¬ 
nues  to  resist ;  Thickhead,  Constables  and  High  Sheriff 
surround  him,  entering  in  a  throng  through  the  middle 
door  and  dragging  him  violently  to  the  front,  Causewin  is 
m  the  greatest  disorder. 


Thick  This  way,  Lucifer  the  second.— You’ll  empty  my 
sample  bottle  again,  won’t  you  ?  Now,  Mr.  High  Sheriff. 

Toun.  Let  nobody  speak  to  him,  nor  answer  him  any 
questions,  till  I  have  examined  him. 

H.  Sheriff.  I’ll  take  care. — Silence  there  ! 
dra^edehe^?ere  S  ^  ?  bj  what  authority  am  1 

H.  Sheriff.  To  answer  the  ends  of  justice. 
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Fowl.  Your  name  and  purposes  are  known,  sir;  here  is 

a  worthy  lady  lost. 

Cause.  I  know  that  she  is  missing. 

Foun.  Ah  !  then  you  were  here  ? 

Cause.  Not  I. 

Foun.  How  then  could  you  know  . 

Cause.  Why,  by  hearsay,  to  be  sure. 

Foun.  That’s  not  evidence,  you  must  speak  Irom  you 

self —  you  are  accused  of  the  deed. 

Cause.  And  if  I  did  make  away  with  the  girl  Tereza.— 

Foun.  Tereza  !— Mark  that,  friends. 

Cause.  Had  I  not  authority  ?  .  fup 

Foun.  But  there  is  a  second  charge  against  you— the 

widow ;  I  charge  you  as  the  author  of  her  loss. 

^Foun.  You ! — I  answer  for  the  result,  Mr.  Sheriff.— All 
I  ask  is,  that  he  should  be  secured,  and  shut  out  irom  all 
communication.  I  have  a  plan  in  my  head,  my  conscience 
tells  me  will  extract  the  truth.  Grant  me  a  few  words, 

mtH  IZiff"  wai“  Constables,  see  that  the  prisoner 

is  not  interfered  with.-All  retire  awhile. 

[ Exeunt  Omnes ,  save  Causewin. 

Came.  (Solus.)  All  this  is  monstrous  strange  1— though 

I’m  a  lawyer,  I  don’t  know  what  to  make  of  it.— kuieiy  1 
haven’t  lost  any  of  the  papers  proving  the  illegality  of  my 
claim.— No;  here  they  are— the  certificates  of  the  marriage, 
the  birth-the  lease  of  the  slaughterhouse-Mrs.  W.ggins  s 
will  and  all. — Why  then  what  have  I  to  fear  '-Perhaps 
there  was  something  wrong  in  the  writ I  hat  cant  . 
neither,  for  I  have  the  sheriff’s  return  of  its  due  execution. 
— Law’s  a  strange  riddle. 

All  the  world’s  at  law, 

And  all  our  thriving  fellows  now  are  lawyers  ! 

They  have  their  articles  and  their  entrances. 

And  one  man  in  his  time  brings  many  actions. 

Each  cause  having  seven  stages.  First  the  writ, 

Hunting  and  seeking  in  the  bailiff’s  hands, 

And  then  the  declaration,  with  its  venue 
And  half  a  dozen  counts,  rushing,  alas! 

Too  quickly  on  its  fellow ;  and  then  the  plea  to  t, 
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Drawn  by  some  special  pleader.  Then  ^'e  ^trnU 
Full  of  denials,  lying  like  young  Wilding ; 

Eager  to  put  off,  sudden  and  quick  in  fi  mg  > 

Seeking  for  some  procrastination,  .  ,  t 

Even  in  the  judge’s  teeth.  And  then  t  ie  ju  a  ’ 

With  fair  decision  and  good  records  hn  cl 
With  legal  words  and  terms  of  formal  cut, 

Full  of  old  precedents  and  modern  instances. 

And  so  they  go  to  court.  1  he  scene  t  len  s  1 
Into  the  sharp  remorseless  execution, 

With  levy  on  its  back,  and  poundage  too.  secu_ 

Last  stage  of  all,  that  ends  tins  strange  and  useless  per 

Is  the  King’s  Bench,  or  Fleet  or  else  the  marshals ; 

Sans  law,  sans  sense,  sans  cash,  sans  c  y  > =  ,  mean 

■  They  come  !-Let  me  I’ve  been 

to  brino-  an  action  against  me  lor  practc 
luck  off  the  Rolls f  that  would  be  cross,  rndeed. 


[Enter  Constables  mho  march  damn  on  each  Me 
L  Villager ,  following  after  them  Charte. 

Fountain,  Thickhead,  Lovewme,  Sic.  Picture. 

Cause.  I’m  not  to  be  frightened  ! 

Foun.  You  know,  of  course  -r  ffrat  the 

us_the  -T^e  r^heycaus/ of  it. 
bX" SStaSll  I^fy  you  to  the  proof  never 

wa^r  W e  hTve^videnoe  to  the  contrary. 

whore7 _ Only  Tereza  can  prove  it,  and  she  is 

i„  quod.— 1  breathe  again.— Where  yo 

strain  repeat 7  . 

Foun.  Here,  to  your  confusion 

the  0l'Z  I  Tereza  released  from  prison— then  my  vil- 
Cause.  ha .  ,  .  -n  come  upon  me  for  da- 

lainy  has  been  d1M0V<*e  ■  gaol— horrible !  Oh,  spare 

r-  —r-r 
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gmk.— -Here  are  the  proofs  of  your  birth— Mrs.  Wi^ins  s 
will  (ho  leases  of  your  houses— of  the  slaughter-house— 
Here  at  your  feet  I  cast  the  ample  proofs— let  them  appease 
you.  Do  not  bring  an  action.- — Spare  me ! 

Foun.  Detain  him  for  the  widow’s  death. 

Enter  Widow. 

Wid.  Death  ?  Nonsense ! — Detention  you  mean-  but 
img  a  rare  action  for  false  imprisonment. 

an-1  T ZlZ'  M-7  ™a™a’.  not  b,own  lIP>  b«t  alive  and  merry- 
and  Tereza  Miss  W  iggins  and  an  heiress.— Hurrah  »  hurrah  f 

the  wrlg  woman  V7  7"  d™k’  a"d'™d 
£  w°man.— These  are  the  fruits  of  Geneva  ! 

FINALE. 

SOLO. — Charles. 

AIR. — «  Polacca.” 

Ao  more  by'Gausewijz.chas’d  your  heart. 

Need  writs}*#  bailiffs  fear; 
j  he  sherjffjiere  w'U{  take  your  part, 

Fvrfn  all  your  dHts  you’re  clear. 

AIR,— “  Michael  Wiggins,” 

A/lM,f’/‘°rlrSS  the  nohk  and  free, 

1  lay  bailiffs  and  lawyers  ne'er  harrass  her  more  > 

May  she  soon  and  long  Mistress  Juniper  be 
Dispensing  those  cordials  she  serv'd  out  before  ’ 

1  or  law  is  a  trouble,  a  riddle,  a  bubble,  ' 

AU  hail  to  rerefa^F  W*U  she’s  her  trial  ™ stain'd . 


the  end. 
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